A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
'Follow me/ shouts O'Connor. "Damn it, I'm out of
It,' says Plunkett, The old and bold lead the whole
Army! Two Germans are bayoneted in a crater
while the rest of the post surrender. 'Who are these
Herculean blood-men from the North Midlands,
Lancashire, and Ireland!" ask the astonished prison-
ers? 'We were told/ they say, 'that the cripples of
England were opposite us, but if these are your
cripples, what of the rest?' But Plunkett is not out
of it for long. The front expands, he takes his place,
mounted, as was his own colonel at Mons, when he
was sergeant major, four years and three months
ago!
'Mercy, mercy/ shouts a German ex-waiter on
the left, as he sees the cold steel of a North Stafford-
shire potter quivering above his head, for he has
been felled by a rifle butt swung by a Wolverhampton
striker of past four-and-forty years. 'Mercy be
damned/ shouts the potter, whose blood is up, as
he thrusts to the wind pipe in the most up-to-date
manner
The time is short. It is now n a.m., on 8th
November.
The word goes round, for an order has been
received for instant promulgation: 'If any bearer
of a white flag of truce is seen to approach our
lines/ the order runs^ 'he is to be conveyed at once,
blindfolded, to the nearest headquarters,' The East
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